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TO THE SOCIETY 

WHO 

CONDUCT THE ANTI-UNION. 

GENTLEMEN, ' 



OU have fet out with profefling to oppofe an 
Union, and you have now publifhed (everal numbers, 
in which you have given fome very good arguments, 
no doubt, againft that abominable meafure ; but you 
feem to me to be too cool, too abftracr, too philofophi- 
ca!, in your difcuffion. In my mind you are very infipid 
milk and w ater gentlemen. You talk of this meafure as 
you would of a difficult point of law, or of philofophy, in 
which your head only, not your heart, your inter eft, your 
affeflions, your family, your poftefityi were concerned ! 
My heart burns with indignation, my . blood boils, my 
head becomes giddy when I think of it ! and reading your 
paper does not tend to appeafe my feelings; for I tell 
you again you feem to ine a fet of cold, infenfible, frog- 
blooo'ed fellows. Have you been in Ireland for thcle 
laft feven months, or arc you dropped from the clouds 
with nothing but intellect about you ? Are you yeo- 
men ? Have you been called from your warm habitati- 
ons, from the bofom of your wife, the embraces of your 
children, to undergo all the fatigues and all the dangers 
of war to fave our conftitution ? Have you drawn your 
f word againft your countrymen,and bathed it in his blood, 
becaufe he attempted to change that conftitution ? Have 
you loft your health and diminifhed your fortune in or- 
der to keep your oath, and defend to the utmoft of your 
power the King, Lords, and Commons, of Ireland? And 
after all this, can you, when you are told that allyou have 
been fighting-for was a corrupt and defpicable fet of fel- 
lows who have fold their country, and have always done 
fo, to the Britiftiminiftcr— that the conftitution which 
you have bled for was not worth a groat ; and that your 
parliament, which you were taught to love and honor, 
muft die an infamous death? Can you, I fay, after all 
this,reafon coldly and abftra&edly upon this fubjeft ? why 
dont you fpeakoutand tell the infolent fellows who talk in 
this manner, that the loyal Yeomanry of Ireland, the 
Orange-men, who have refilled rebellion, put down trea- 
fon, and'defended their country and its conftitution, will 
not be infulted with impunity ! that if they have been made 
todraw their fword againft their deluded countrymen.they 
will not be backward to draw-it againft- - , — But I 
have not patience to think on this fubjecV— I love my 
King, God blefs him : I am a friend to England,, and I 
iam perhaps a bigot in my love for the conftitution 'I 
have lived under;— but am I then to be made a tool of 
to'ferveMr. Pitt's purpofes ? God grant me patience ! 
Pray, pray let me fee fomething fpirited on this fubje£r, 
from you, who pretend to diflike this foul meafure as 
well as I, or I (hall begin to think that there are none 
but knaves and fools in the world. 

I am, Gentlemen, 

An injured, infulted, 
ORANGE YEOMAN. 



THE WOLF AND THE LAMB. 
A FABLE. 
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Fabula Narratur. 



Hor. 



N days of yore, as talcs agree, 
When beafts could fpeak like you and me, 
Long reign'd the terror of the wood, 
A wolf, inur'd to war and blood : 
So fierce the favage, one would think 
Contention was his meat and drink- 
Nay fome would take their bible oath, 
He lov'd it better far than both. 
Whate'er the ftrife, for bit or bone, 
He long'd to make the caufe his own: 
With head ftrong rage the furly brute 
Provoked and manag'd each difpute ; 
Though oft he fmarted in his hide 
Forjoining the unlucky fide. 
The Pitcher, antient proverbs tell, 
That goes too often to the well, 
Through many a day ly peril paft, 
Comes home a.veflel crack'd at laft .;— - 
Andfuchin truth was Is g rim's fate* 
For on he dafh'd at fuch a rate, 
And grew with bites and blows fo thin, 
His bones flood ftarting through thefkin; 
Unable longer now to roam, 
And fore'd to cater nearer home, 
On a fair flock of fhecphardby, 
Tho fpoiler turri'd a wifhful eye. 
Longtime hetoil'd, andcaft about 
To introduce his forward fnout; 
For that once compaffed, well he knew 
He foon might fqueeze his body through : 
By fraud he trufted to prevail— 
For fraud fucceeds, where force fhall fail ; 
Yet could he neither fpring nor creep, 
The fence was high, the ditch was deep. 
Within>her guardian dam befide, 
A tender Lambkin he efpied, 
That high above the ditch between, 
Frolick'd fecurely on the green. 
His lips he lick'd, enraptur'd quite 
At fuch a lufcious, tempting fight; 
And thus with fpecious craft efiay'd 
The fertile pafture to invade. 

" Madam," fmooth fpeaking to the dam. 
He cried, " your humble flave I am : 
Be not alarmed to fee a ftrangcr, 
I come to warn you of your danger ; 
A bear has (&&w your lovely daughter, 
He fwears he'll fwim acrofs the water, 
And breaking through this facred fence, 
Will force your little darling hence. 
Now if it pleafes you and her, 
Let me a lover's fuit prefer j 



